A COMEDY IN CHAPTERS
Sol then hurried downstairs, and a minute or two later Mr. Mountclere followed, looking like a man bent on policy at any price. The carriage was brought round by the time that Sol reappeared from the yard. He entered and sat down beside Mountclere, not without a sense that he was spoiling good upholstery; the coachman then allowed the lash of his whip to alight with the force of a small fly upon the horses, which set them up in an angry trot. Sol rolled on beside his new acquaintance with the shamefaced look of a man going to prison in a van, for pedestrians occasionally gazed at him, full of what seemed to himself to be ironical surprise.
' I am afraid I ought to have changed my clothes after all,' he said, writhing under a perception of the contrast between them. * Not knowing anything about this, I ain't a bit prepared. If I had got even my second-best hat, it wouldn't be so bad/
' It makes no difference,3 said Mountclere inanimately.
' Or I might have brought my portmantle, with some things/
' It really is not important/
On reaching the station they found there were yet a few minutes to spare, which Sol made use of in writing a note to his father, to explain what had occurred.
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